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Author's Notes: 
None of this happened obviously 


| was green according to Syd. 


He had just muttered it as | kissed at his neck, pushing my hand under his shirt. | smiled at the cloth before 


pulling it above his head. It had the now well known prism on it. Triangle and all. 
It was 1973. 
Dark Side of the Moon was a commercial success. 


| hadn't seen Syd since 1969, at the Madcap sessions. But this wasn't that Syd. Wasn't that tired, confused, 
angry Syd. 


This was my Syd. My beautiful, happy Syd. He looked just as he had when we played at UFO. Bubbly and 


laughing, gasping out that my kisses tickled. 


"Rog-! Roger!" He squeaked out a few time. | smiled and kept nipping at his pale neck, my hands running up and 
down his chest. His back was arched enough to touch my stomach. | pulled away slightly, looking at him. 


"How long will you be with me today, darling?" He came and left often. Sometimes | would see him everyday, 
sometimes | wouldn't see him for months. He blamed this on the fact that | needed him more at different 
times. He won't tell me my future though. Say's that its for me to figure out on my own 

"It depends, Springtime. l.. | think | might leave tonight. But | should be back by tomorrow." He said, putting his 
arms around my neck, pulling me back down for a kiss. "You're normally so.. green. Very green. Sometimes you 
have yellow in there though, thats when you're at the best." 


He compared everything to colours, or seasons, or temperatures. 


"Well, am | only green now? Because I'm very happy right now." | was too. | was smiling, my heart fluttering. He 


was clinging to me, not planning on letting go soon. 

"You're pink." He whispered, smiling and closing his eyes as | kissed down his chest. Such soft skin. "Like.. A red 
pink. You really do love me, don't you Rog?" | moved back up so my face was above his, my hand touching his 
cheek, 

"Of course | do.. Why would you doubt it?" 

"You..." He trailed off, looking over to the wall. "I cant.. tell you." | sighed and nodded. | knew he couldnt tell me. 
He was worried it would ruin things for me later on in life. | dont get it though. Wouldnt it be better if he told 


me my wrongs so | wouldnt do them? 

| didnt want to fight with him though. 

"Want to go to sleep, darling?" 

"Yeah." 

"Alright" 

| woke up to a note beside my face that said 
"I love you Springtime. 


A lot." 


| folded the note up and put it in my pocket. 


"I love you too, darling." | said To no one. 
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Author's Notes: 
None of this happened 


| wasn't expecting him today to be completely honest. It's February 7, 1980. 

The Wall tour started today. 

Even through all the fighting the whole band was nervous. Reviews on the album were already mediocre. We 
were scared shittless that the show would be a bust. | hadn't been so proud of something though. But all that 
pride disappeared the second | sat in my chair, the spotlight on me. | was almost mumbling Nobody Home when 
| saw him. 

He looked confused. Almost angry. 

| looked away from him, back at the TV in front of me. The show was becoming more and more nerve 
wreaking with him here. So much of it was about him. So much of it was about us. And | don't know how he 
would know that, but by the fact | can feel his eyes drilling into my skull | know he knows. 


When | show was over, | ran into the bathroom and vomited anything in my stomach into the toilet. 


| knew | wouldn't see him for awhile after tonight. 


IT15 


Author's Notes: 
none of this happened 


It was June 5, IT15, early in the morning. 


| stood over the mixing table, Syd hugging me from behind. | almost thought he was asleep until | heard him 
whisper questions. 


"Who's this song about?" 

"An old friend of mine, darling." 

"Oh." 

His hands grabbed my shirt in the front and stayed quiet for awhile longer. 

"Do you like it?" | asked him. 

"Yeah. ts.. Its good. Its long." | turned slightly to look at him, | smiled slightly, 

"Is long bad?" He smiled and shook his head, 

"No. Long is good." 

"Good... Good" | kept playing around with the sound until the door opened. It was David. 
He opened his mouth to say something, but looked at the person hanging off me. 
"Roger." He looked confused. Very confused. It made me want to laugh. 

"What is it?" | muttered. | felt Syd move his head to look over at the guitarist. 
"Who's... Who is that?" 

‘Its a friend of mine." Syd laughed quietly at my response. 


"No. Not him." David pointed out the room. "Him." | sighed, standing up straight, Syd letting go of me. | walked 


over to the door, and saw an overweight bald man sitting in a chair, talking with Storm. 


"| don't know." 
"Well | figured he was a friend of yours, he asked how you were." 


"Look, | told you | don't know. I'm busy now, leave me alone, alright?" David rolled his eyes leaving the room, 


closing the door. 


"He looks." Syd paused, walking over to the glass, peering at the man. "|.. He looks familiar." | wrapped an arm 
around Sya's waist, kissing his cheek. 


"Im sure its no one, darling." He didn't look completely satisfied with my response, but he left it be. 


About an hour later there was a hard knock on the door. | sighed, standing back up. Syd was asleep on the 
couch in the corner. | opened the door to see Rick, he looked about ready to cry. 


"What is it?" | asked lightly, closing the door behind me as | stepped out. 


"That man." | looked over to the man, he looked back at me, his eyes looked black. His stare felt like a stab. | 
quickly looked back at Rick. 


"What about him-" 


"Its Syd" He whispered. | blinked a few times. Rick walked off to a different room. | looked back over at the man 
and- Oh god. 


My breath stuttered, | quickly stood myself up straight and walked over to him. 
"Hey..." He smiled slightly, felt like another stab. 
"Hi Roger." 


"How.. How have you been?" | stood a few feet away from him, still horrified by the fact this is.. My Syd. This 
is what happened to him. He looked fine just two years ago. 


"Fine... Y'know.. | moved back home. Cambridge. You.. You remember Cambridge, don't you?" He still somehow 


remained innocent. | smiled, walking closer to him. 


"Yeah, of course | do. | grew up there. | met my best friend there." He was looking at his feet, but his smile 


grew even more. 


"Would you like to listen to the song I'm working on, darling?" It was a slip of the tongue really. Just.. | was 
used to calling him that. He looked up at me, his eyes softer. He still managed to look beautiful no matter what. 


"Yeah.. I'd.. I'd love to hear it Springtime." | hadn't been called that in years. | told him to follow me, and he 
quiet, into the mixing room. My Syd was still asleep on the couch, facing away. This Syd looked at him for a 
second, but didn't pay any mind. | handed him a pair of headphones and started the song for him. | watched his 
face the whole time it played, it barely changed though. Every few moments he looked a little confused, 
sometimes happy. But he kept a neutral face mostly. 

As the song ended he took the headphones off. 

"What did you think?" | asked lightly. He shrugged a little, looking at me then at the floor. 

"It was nice.. It sounded.. Rather old. Don't you think?" 

Old? 

"Old?" He looked uncomfortable. 


‘lm sorry, | have.. Have to go, uh, now." He stood up, 


"Syd?" | tried to grab him before he walked out the door. My Syd yawned and turned over to look at me, now 


awake. 
"Yeah?" 
The door closed. 


"l. Nothing darling, go back to sleep." 


December 8, 1980 


Author's Notes: 

this shit didnt happen 
well john lennon dying did 
but thats it 


It was December 8th 1980. 


It was about five in the morning, | was asleep. Several knocks on my door woke me up. | groaned and turned 
around in my bed, staring at the ceiling, and the knocks became more persistent. | sighed while getting up, and 
walked up to the door. | opened it to see Syd, he instantly grabbed me, pulling me into a hug and started 
sobbing. 


"Syd? Darling, what's wrong?" His hands grabbed at the back of my shirt and hugged me even tighter, his 


voice was almost a whisper. 

"He's dead." 

"Who is?" 

"John Lennon" | stayed still for a moment before | wrapped my arms around Syd. John Lennon was dead. | 
didn't quite believe it at first. | suppose that would be the first reaction to something like this. Someone you 


idolized for years was dead. Fucking dead. 


"What happened?" | pulled Syd inside my house, closing the door behind me. He sat on the couch, wiping his face 


from any tears. 


"He was shot. Its all over the news." | sat next to him and turned the TV on, the first thing to show up was a 
picture of John. Not surprising. Syd's hand found mine, but his eyes stayed glued to the television 


‘John Lennon has been shot! 
‘John Lennon is dead: 

‘John Lennon: 

‘John Lennon’ 


‘John Lennon of The Beatles is dead: 
The news kept blaring it over and over, but each time | heard it, it was like new information. 


"Thats it then." Syd said. | turned my head to look at him, he looked completely heart broken. "Theres no more 


Beatles. It Il never happen again." 
“There hasn't been a Beatles since ITIO, darling.” 


“But... It still could of happened again. But now he's gone.. Gone." He shook his head, standing up. "Could.. We go to 


sleep? I'm tired" 

"Yeah, of course." 

We left for my room, getting under my sheets. He used my chest as a pillow and fell asleep almost instantly. | 
stayed awake, thinking. 

John Lennon was dead. 

Syd Barrett is asleep on me. 


Both were equally shocking to me. 


When | fell asleep, it was five thirty. 
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Author's Notes: 
this shit didnt happen 


| was on the train from Cambridge to London with Syd. We were just talking, about the band, our futures and 
everything. | loved watching him talk. He would make silly faces, and talked with his hands. He liked talking too, 


seeming you could almost never shut him up once he got going. 


"Have you heard the new Beatles single? Its brilliant!" He kept going on about how amazing John Lennon is, and 


what a good guitarist George Harrison is. | just smiled at him, nodding so he knew | was listening. 
| looked out the window, mumbling a few ‘yeah's as he kept talking. It was early, not many people were on the 
train, but | noticed another person here. He was looking at me every few moments, smiling softly. He looked 


incredibly familiar too. | kept staring until Syd pulled on my sleeve, getting my attention again 


"Roger are you even listening? I'm getting a new guitar! And | have these stickers I'm going to put on it, it'll be 


great." 
| laughed lightly and kept my gaze on him. He kept going on about telecasters and other guitars. He looked 
lovely in the morning sunlight. His pretty eyes lit up, like yellow green stars. His pale skin made him look like an 


angel. My own angel. 


"Would you like to go to Kings Road today?" | asked, interrupting him with whatever he was saying. He looked 


almost surprised, 
| don't have much money really, and | want to get my guitar." 


"That's fine, l'll pay. Not like I'll get anything there." Syd never fought when it came to him getting things he 


wanted for free. He smiled at me, 


"Yeah.. Sure." | smiled myself, going to look out the window again, but he grabbed my face pulling it towards his 
and kissed me. 


He kissed *me*. 


He pulled away smiling, | even saw a hint of a blush. He grabbed my hand with his and put his head on my 
shoulder. | just stared at him. 


"Was that okay?" He asked. 


"That was great." | almost whispered it, still shocked. 


"Good." 


| grinned and looked out the window again. Syd Barrett kissed me. | had been wishing for that for years. 
| looked back over at the man, almost panicking that he saw. But he just smiled even wider. 


He looked a lot like Syd. 


